TALES OF DESTINT

the journey at a certain village some six or seven
* days from my final destination. Here dwells an old
friend and caste brother, formerly, like myself, a
merchant in the Bombay bazaar where silken stuffs
are sold, but retired now to his own country with
modest savings sufficient for the rest of his days.
Baji Lai, as he is named, is all the closer to me be-
cause his wife Devaka is a sister of my own wife, and
the two are always eager to have news of each
other's welfare.

" At the house of this friend I rest lor a day or two,
enjoying his companionship, the reminiscences of
old times, and the gossip of the hour. So, on my long
and fatiguing journeyings, I have always looked
forward to these meetings with pleasurable anticipa-
tion and remembered them with tranquil satisfac-
tion.

" But on the occasion of one of my periodical visits
judge of my surprise when I was received in silence
and with apathy that made no pretence at disguise.
Devaka did not rise from her cushions on the floor
to bid me welcome, and her husband, similarly
irresponsive, returned my customary cordial greeting
with nothing better than a look of wearied dejection.
*' Disturbed, I made inquiry:

" ' Baji Lai, my friend, what is the matter? Are you
ailing? '

" But he only shook his head, and turned away*
<e To Devaka I then appealed.
" ' What is the meaning of this ?' I asked. ' Sadness
and silence where everything used to be joy/
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